16                      SEETA AND RAMA.
L( This stranger I must wed, for him I love, I kuow not how ; that pleasant face is like The face of him I clearly loved ; I see Appearing ev'ry day upon that face, As if by magic wrought, those beauties that Were seated on dead Rama's face.'7   Thus mused This maiden of the camp, and the fair youth Thus kindled in her breast the hidden flame Of love and fed it ever with new strength, Which shone again in all its purity.
As the moon whose effulgence hidden lies When dimmed by clouds, suddenly blazes forth And in her wonted beauty shines again What time she darts into the cloudless vault, So shone again in lovely Seeta's breast The lamp of love by clouds of sorrow dimmed. The smothered passion suddenly blazed forth In brighter lustre, and to her returned With double force, as when the flaming fire Is smothered when more fuel is on it thrown, And straightway flames and gives a brighter light.
At last the monster left the land, the camp